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Satire should like a polish’d razor keen, 
Wound with a touch that’s scarcely felt or seen.—Lapy MonTaGue. 


¢¢ Dates ey ; Ioliti ite és : _ - . , 
I olitical Pasquinades and Political Caricatures are parts (though humble ones, ) of Political History. They supply information as to the person and habits 
often as to the motives and objects of public men, which cannot be found elsewhere.’—Crokrer’s New Wuic Gutpe. 
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BUCKINGHAM AND TEMPERANCE. towering gin bottle to the homely mug of beer, yet still we do 


think that if people must swill liquors, they might be allowed 
at least the choice of the material in which it is their hateful 
taste to saturate their carcases. We understand the regulations 
that are adopted by the promoters of the temperance societies 
are replete with twaddle of the rarest order, and bind people 
down with the utmost rigour to refrain not only from entering a 


public honse, but even from going down a street in which on 


happens to be situated. Sobriety is an excellent thing of 


course, but we do not precisely see how it is a quajity that can 
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be secured by regulations, for we very much doubt whether at 
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a dinner party a man would restrain himself from taking an 
extra glass of wine upon the remembrance of some dry clause 


] . 


in the ‘Temperance Society articles. It is all very well for 
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Buckingham to go round the country giving lectures on the 


virtue of detesting ardent liquors, and indeed his dry discourses 
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are illustrations of his argument, for there is not a jot of spirit 


dryness are of that egregiously idiotic kind, that it requires le 
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One of the most extraordinary and ridiculons pleces of twad- 


h the tomahawk of criticism than the pencil of the caricaturist to 
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reduce him to that level of insignificance to which his conduet 
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dle that have disgraced the present age of redundant humbng | 8° thoroughly and justly entitles him. ‘The engraving abor 


is the desperate effort of Mr. Silk Swipes Buckingham, M. P. 


todrench the publie xolens volens with filthy beer, beastly 


at once pungent and prophetic—showing what should and pos- 


sibly may be the fate of the advocate of sipal) bee r. tOAST ANG 


7.7 ’ * 3 ré ay cry »] “6 7 ’ f 7) hea fine p ish brie , j ~ 
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; He is represented in the vigorous sketch above a3 4 Vi yr the 
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in any portion of them. However, his efforts in the cause of 
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and tinds its way through pewter pots into the stomachs of the | 


’ ‘Ss , j nent r ‘his rash attempt unon the gin-drinking propensitie 
lowe orders of society. Now much as we detest the who] ; | jy i ity ot his i h i te rh} 11) NH th ir yil n i » 
of the lower orders of sor lety, who worship Juniper as the idiots 


set out, from ambitious brandy to humble swipes, from the 
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of old used in ancient times to worship Jupiter. The gin bottle 
is their god, and every one who pays much adoration at that 
shrine, is pretty certain to fall prostrate before the deity. 
However, it is useless for us to make a comment where the 
pencil of a Cruikshank Fas been so severely eloquent, and we 
leave to the contemplation of the readers of this publication 
the splendid illustration that figures at the top of this elaborate 
article, 
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THE INTERPRETER. 





Mad or not Mad. 

One of the most amusing touches we have seen for sometime 
in a public print, is the recent declaration of Mr. Rayner, that 
he 7s not mad, which he politely insists upon in a very laconic 
epistle. It appears that ene or two newspapers declared he 
was under restraint, and Rayner wrote to say he was not, in- 
ferring of course, that if he chose to smash all his own windows, 
crack his crockery, or do any other domestic damage, there 
would be nothing to restrain or hinder him. We presume a 
gentleman is to be believed when he says he is not mad, and 
have the greatest pleasure in accepting Mr. Rayner’s asserva- 
tion of his own sanity. We must admit that his treatment 
about the Strand theatre was enough to drive a cleverer man 


than Rayner out of his mind. ‘To him it would have been only 


a Short drive out. 


Long Ears. 

An individual named Cooper has thought proper to protest 
that while at Dudley, near Birmingham, he heard of the burn- 
ing down of the House of Lords early on the night of the fire. 
Now that is nothing at all to an instance we know of—namely, 
that a person at Edinburgh saw the sparks before there were 
any, and even heard the waterman pumping at the engines be- 
fore a single engine came near the premises. The fact is, these 
folks who heard a great deal more than ever happened, must be 
of the asinine breed, and their faculty of far-off hearing may 
be accounted for on the principle that they are members of the 
long-eared tribe. 

Rodwell again. 

We last week gave this gentleman a light rub upon the snb- 
ject of his app ointment to the office of composer to the princess 
Victoria ; but we have now to use the Rod well again, fur we 
find he not only sets boudoir fooleries to music, but he has 
actually been composing music to the Conflagration of the 
Lords and Commons. We are not aware what subject he will 
choose next, for nothing seems incapable of melody to him, and 
we shall expect one day to hear that he has been setting to 
music a conversation between the King and Queen, though, by 
the bye, in this subject there could not possibly be the smallest 
harmony. We are certainly surprised to hear of his composing 
to the burning down of the houses; but the bills advertise 
the music as appropriate, and we have no doubt it was in ‘‘ bars 
that breathe and notes that burn,” he contrived to achieve the 
task of melodising the flare-up in parliament. We are told it 
was in fact so expressive, that the music set fire to the paper 
on which it was copied, and that the fiddle-strings of the 
leader were consumed while he was playing it. Of course, 
previous to offering it to Yates, Rodwell called at Kensington 
palace to play it over to his young pupil, and before he had got 
half way through the piece, the furniture was found to be singed 
in every direction, and the piano was actually so nearly in flames 


that a fireman was called in to play upon it. 
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THE STAGE STRUCK MONARCH. 


That William the Fourth was a fine actor 
aware, and he possesses to a magnificent degree the art of dis- 
simulation, which, as we all the first of an 
Among other parts his Majesty has been 


every 
know, is among 
actor’s qualities. 
recently playing, is one in the heavy melo-dramatic line, which 
he took upon himself at a rather short notice in the lately-got- 
up melo-dramatic extravaganza of the burning of parliament. 
On going to see the ruins, we are informed by the papers, that 
he made the first tragedy speech to old Sutton, the speaker. 
Now, Sutton, you are going home—but stop—stop—stop— 
home did I say ? home—home—home; alas, alas, 
alas! Sutton, Sutton, Sutton, Sutton, Sutton, Sutton, 
no home to go to,” 
late mansion.) Now, after this, we shall object to his Ma- 
jJesty being, as he has hitherto been, a mere supernumerary, 


going on in processions down to the house, and doing dittle 
He is, after 


alas, 
vou have 


business occasionally as president of the council. 
the above display, entitled to be put forward in a more ambi- 
tious line of business, though being a Aéng we can not see any 
opening for him in the way of respectable utility. We should 
certainly put him into the duke’s and heavy father’s, so that he 
may become ina dramatic sense, the (heavy) father of his 
people. His start and his pause after the question ‘are you 
going home ?” were both, it is svid, very fiue, and reminded 
the by-standers of what Diddear was in his last days, and what 
Dibdin Pitt always is, and always will be. The sudden transi- 
tion to “ you’ve got no home,” was as surprising asa bit of 
honesty would be from the Lord Chancellor. We think 
Majesty entitled, (after his performance at the fire,) to an 
advance of salary. 
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GLOUCESTERIANA, NO. 86. 





‘What shall I do for air ?” cried Gloucester in the crammed 
gallery of the Victoria. ** What shail I do for a little azr ¢” 
Higgins, who was sitting eight of without his coat, cried out, 
“What's that you want, Bill? Ts it a little heir? send for 
your little second consin Victoria; she, you know, is a little 
heir to the throne.” This infamous joke was met by the whole 
house with a ery of “ Throw him over!” which would have 
been put into execution but for the zealous interference of Graves 
the active officer. 

It is well known that the Duke and Higgins have been to see 
the glass curtain, and the Duke was much disappointed at not 
finding them to be plates of glass as he had been given to 
understand by the money-taker. On the visit of the illus rious 
pair, a very large dull spot was seen upon the magnificent sea 
of glass, and the whole house was wrapt in astonishment to know 
the cause of the phenomenon. <A loud cry for an explanation 
was the result, when, upon inquiry, the dulness was found to be 
caused by the reflection of the great thick head of the unfortu- 
nate Higgins. His removal was warmly called for, and the 
public demand was attended to by the immediate ejectment of 
the unhappy atd-de-camp. 

On the return of the worthy couple from the theatre, on 
passing the bridge the toll keeper of course demanded the cus 
tomary gate fee of one penny each; but the ducal exchequer 
being completely aground, he was unable to meet the demand 
upon his pocket. ‘“ Oh!” said the Duke, “ Til leave my stick 
if you please.” ‘ Upon my soul, sir,” replied the gate- keeper, 


| looking at poor Higgins, {1 don’t think your stick is worth it.’ 
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The atd-de-camp aimed a blow at the toll-keeper, which was | 
rebutted by a severe dig upon the left nostril, which sent the | 


toad-eater home amid a deluge of his own tears. 

P.S. Before leaving the Victoria, at the time Higgins’s head 
had obscured part of the curtain, the Duke brightened up the 
dark spot by asking the following conundrum. « Why are we, 
when looking at the glass curtain, like the Dorchester unionists?” 
‘* Because,” said Higgins, ‘* we are transported.” For guess- 
ing this joke prematurely, the toad-eater received a blow in the 
eye, and when we last heard, was labouring under a contusion. 


ROOM BREVITIES. 


GREEN 


‘Nobody pays to go to the large houses now,” said a dust- 
man to Turnour, “ Don’t they,” said the upholder of patent 
rights and vendor of playbooks. ‘* Don’t they pay? I can 
assure yon every body who sits ont a performance at either 
Drury Lane or Covent Garden pays for it very dearly.” The 
dustman did not see the joke, but ‘Turnour was laughing at his 
own wit, when a dispatch on the subject left his residence. 

Shegog was told the other night that Yates could sink the 
Adelphi stage by the aid of machinery. ‘* Sink the stage !” 
cried the sardonic super., ‘* he need not have had machinery for 
that. Fitzball has done that long ago: for when was any stage 
more sunk or lowered than it has been repeatedly by his dia- 
logue 2?’ Fitzball’s Brains were on fire when he heard it. The 
conflagration was, of course, quite harmless. 

One of those strange miracles that fsometimes startle the 
world has lately occurred in the fact of Mears, the hero of the 
unshorn beard, the god of the cider-cellars, and the operatic 
hero of both houses , Mears, the identical Mears, has positively 
made a joke. The following is the exact account of the witti- 
cism as it was reported to us upon the very highest authority: 
Mears had been told by a young lady of great musical talent, 
that she was going to sing at Yarmouth, and she was modestly 
doubting what might be the nature of her reception. “Oh!” 
said Mears, with a redundancy of gall: utry, “the moment you 
open Yar-mouth (your mouth), you will be certain to geta 
her ‘-ring (hearing ).” We understand this joke has been writ- 
ten down on a sheet of whitey-brown paper, splendidly embla- 
zoved with tin-foil, to be placed in the British museum as one 
of our national curiosities. 








BREVITIES. 





‘* Brevity is the soul ot wit.?’—Shakspeare. 
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Magistrates in Quod. 

There are no less than three magistrates in the King’s Bench. 
We understand they complain of their incarceration, and de- 
clare that they were of themselves equal to the formation of a 
Bench of Magistrates outside, without any sacrifice of their 
personal liberty. 


THEATRICALS. 


Our criticisms of the large houses have lately dissolved into 
a mere statement of Captain Polhill’s loses, which of course 
rise in amount as the season progresses. We understand 15001. 
per week to be the present average, so that the Captain is 
melting his fortune at the mild rate of 72,0002. per annuum. 

The Opera House has fallen into the hands of Severini, and 
the late lessee has fallen into the hands of his ereditors: in 
fact poor Laporte has met the fate which we gloomily antici- 
pated fur him so repeatedly in the course of last season. The 
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active vigilance of the sheriff has got him in durance vile, 
which we fear he will consider to be past en-durance. 

One of the richest treats we have for some time experienced 
is the perusal of a Drury Land bill, advertising for performance 
The Poor Gentleman. Really the captain is a facetious fellow, 
to have a joke of this kind at his own expense, for it is a de- 
licious idea to advertize that at Drury Lane they are doing the 
poor gentleman. Wednesday was to have been signalized by 
the production of Manfred at Covent Garden, which, however 
beautiful as a poem, is decidedly not suited to dramatic repre- 
sentation. We have not, at the time of writing this, seen the 
piece, because we go to press too early to notice the prodnetions 
of Wednesday night, but we do not predict overwhelming suc- 
cess will be the result of the experiment. The rehearsals have 
been excessively entertaining, more especially from the dicta- 
torial tone of the aspiring Tett, who bas been intruding his 
suggestions on the vague ground that he was a personal friend 
of the lamented Lord Byron. Now Shegog, it is well known, 
was no more a friend of Byron than Philpotts is a friend to 
morality, and the only intercourse Shegog ever had with the 
bard was similar to that told in the story of the ploughboy, 
who was ordered to get out of the way by the nobleman. She- 
gog is, in his line, a most respectable member of society, and 
has got a terrific reputation for rearing old sows upon fertile 
pastures. ‘These accomplishments, though they certainly ele- 
vate Shegog in the social and agricultural world, do not by any 
means warrant his interference with the dramatic poem of Man- 
fred. We trust, after this most wholesome of hints, our vene- 
rable ploughboy, the land-holding supernumerary, will not 
venture to suggest what ought to be done with a poem by Lord 
Byron, 

The City theatre is one of the most extraordinary instances 
of the elasticity of nothing, for the assets of the house, which 
we know have always been nothing, have held out with an 
elasticity that quite surprises us. ‘The house is open at this 
moment, a singular illustration of the desperate strength of a 
managerial mania, and of the artlessness of shopkeepers in the 
vicinity, who happen to supply the penny rolls for farees, the 
the half pints of beer, and other cheap 
The piece which 


thin slices of ham, 
edibles that go by the name of properties. 
is now exciting so thundering a sensation 
called by the beautifully savage title of the Blood Spiller 
or the Barber of Bishopsgate, and the Fair Maid of Fins- 
hury. We understand that a bucket of real blood is intro- 
duced in the last scene amid the savage applause of a san- 
and it is expected if the management 
arrangements 


Grub-street, 


guinary audience, 
continues its present ferocious career, 
entered into with the body-sunatchers, for the introduction of 
some real dead men as supernumeraries. Whether this frightful 
system will succeed time will show, but we really cannot take 
part in those extraordinary meals of dramatic horror which are 
provided for the East- enders by the Grub-street management. 
Murder still flourishes at the Pavilion, and in fact seems to 
be rather to the taste of the people eastward. Perhaps it may 
be accounted for on the ground that butchers constitute the 
majority of the inhabitants of those remote and disreputable 


will he 


regions. 
Tlie Victoria has been redundant of novelty, but the most 


_ striking feature of the past week has been an operatic romance, 


called Zameo, generally attributed to Medora, an illegitimate 
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Miss Medora has certainly strung 
together the materials of a most effective which acts 
uncommonly well, and is the vehicle for the introduction of 
some fine scenic effects, together with some pleasing music. 
The comic part in the is entrusted to Mitehell, who 
makes it as funny as ae could have desired, bis the 
serious parts are judici iously divided among Messrs. H. Wallack, 
Elliott. and the Misses Horton. Most of the musie is pleasing, 
but a song given to Ranford in the 2nd act is a masterly 
position. The piece with rapturous applause, 
and Medora bids fair father’s Jaurels. 
Marshall’s view of the burning of is as gsood as the 
original for fidelity, and nightly delights were not 
fortunate enough to be present at the actual Crreat 
novelty is announced for Monday. We understand money goes 
nightly from the doors, which is a phenomenon of 
wholly unknown in theatrical history. 

The Surrey has been doing tolerably well, but te speak 
candidly, there has been nothing to attract but Mr. elias’ S 
however, would well repay a visit. We 


daughter of Lord Byron. 
niec e,. 


piece 


come 
was received 
to share her illustrious 
parliament, 
those who 
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jfiare up. 


late vears 


performances ; these, 
shall report when there is any novelty. 

The Adelphi management is at least aetive in the production 
of novelty, the latest being Oscar, the Bandit, or the March 
of Crime, a French piece, in which Yates has stolen @ march 
upon his rivals. The fact is, that at the Adelphi, (except in 


the case of Euckstone's dramas ,) anthorship is quite out of 


the question, the only object being to get hold of something 
that will afford scope to the carpenters, painters, and 
mechanists. When a piece is put in rehearsal, it is first 
handed over to Evans, the carpenter, who cuts it precisely to 
suit his various traps and platforms, without the 
regard to the author’s intentions. ‘* We must have a proces- 
sion here, sir, because we’ve got a platform, and somebody 
must go to the devil in this situation, because we've got a trap,’ 
are the only instructions an Adelphi dramatist can obtain , while 
his piece is in rehearsal. If he lays his scene in the day, he is 
told to transfer it to night, because the y have just got a new 
moonlight painted, and if he inte inded one of his ch: 
leave the stage naturally through a door, he is 
nrrange his eat seek a sliding pannel, 
has been made expressly by the machinist. 
superior advantages, Oscar, the Bandit, is of course a superb 
piece, and cannot fail to have a run, with the aid of all the 
distinguished parties alluded to. QO. Smith has one of his pet 
parts in it, and succeeds in looking as black as usual. He isa 
macnificent frightener of children, from the tender age of 
to that of eight, and with such a recommendation he of course 
is well worthy of his salary. Buckstone has been doing a part 
iutended for Ree ve, and has succeeded to a miracle. 
The English Opera House has produced another 
though we cannot szy much for the gr: andeur of the > af Lit’, 
withstanding the mag ‘nifie ent of the music being thee omposition 
of Mr. Tuomson or Evinpureu. It was, we believe, ourselves 
who first started the very natural question of who ts Thomson? 
and the politeness of the bills informs us that it is Tomson of 
Edinburgh. We insist that we are no nearer to the e¢om- 
prehension of who he can be, than we were before, and we 
should have been equally wise, had we been told told it was 
Mr. Snooks of Surrey, Mr. Buggins of the New Cut, or Mr. 
Freen of Tooley-street. To speak with that aoa tae that 
marks all our criticisms, we must in justice declare, that we 
don’t like Thomson’s opera, the chief feature in which, the most 
prominent feature at Jeast., was an uncommonly large nose put 
forth as a sort of prospectus upon the face of a Mr. Rowan 
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who flourishes feebly in the capacity of a low comedian. He 
has decidedly some talent, but we have not yet seen himina 
good part with the exe eption of a short one in the Widow Queen 
which was too brief to give us an opportunity of judging fairly 
of his abilities. To return to Hermann, we must say with ex- 
cessive regret, we don’t like it, in spite of the high-heeled 
boots of H. Phillips, the long nose of Mr. Rowan, the »oncha- 
lence of Wrench (who gives eg to the dullest dialogue) and 
the amiable apathy of Miss Heoley in one of the principal 
characters. One of Phillip AS was called for a second 
time, if not withont rhyme at least entirely without season. | 
spoke of wine, and we presume the call was in 
with the wish of the pot-house portion of the audience. We 
mist not omit to notice the acting, and above all, the admirable 
dressing of Mr. M‘Jan in the part of a follower of Hermaun— 
his appearance was a perfect picture, and his manver a fine 
study for the true stage artist—the affair, however, won't do, as 


SOngS 


compliance 
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the treasurer can tell the management, if our critical word 
should be doubted. We left the house in a fit of piety, 


shocked at the blasphemous introduction of a live ly ballet in a 
church-yard scene. We who are particu): rly sensitive on these 
points, were forced to make an abrupt exit amid the impor- 
We had a great deal rathes 
that Mr. Arnold should depend upon those pieces so much more 
proper to his management, like the Wountain Sylph, and oth 
works of true musical genius. 

Climbing Boy, in which a little 
great deal of infautine ability. 

parts are deserv ing 


He has discreetly revived The 
cirl named Jsaaes exhibits a 
Precocious children in juvenile 
of encouragement, but we seldom attempt 
to advance those aspiring urchins who aim at the tragie muse, 
their teens, court Mel- 
enough to reach from her hand 
‘These we smash deservedly. 


before they have entered upon aud 
before they are tall 


either her bowl or her da: oger, 
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TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


The Man with the Carpet Bag, the Siamese Twin 
house, the Kine Incoz, and the Son of t 
are published; the two first by Str 
Miller, al Is. each. 

We perceive Buckstone’s successful farce of The Christening is publish 
ed, with the author’s portrait. It is a splendid likeness, and an admira 


ble engraving. We think every body ought to purchase it. 
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